Batwing had been lonely at the reptile sanctuary, and had decided to try to get away on a vacation, as all baby dragons do. Managing the home, doing housesitting at the abandoned place had gotten boring. Kings Park Psychiatric Center was lonely, and he decided to fly out of the director's office, as he was bored, hungry, and wanted to go visit the Reptile Shelter.

Purportedly, the Reptile Shelter was a bodacious place, fully furnished, full of a lovely garden where all sorts of tasty vegetables and berries grew. Supposedly, there was a full closet of clothing just for herps, reptiles as well as amphibians. Batwing wanted to go, thus he did. The weather in October wasn't too cold at night, and he had a few pumpkins to eat, as well as water to drink - plus, there were tons of flies and crickets outside for snacks. Still, he wanted to check out what the Reptile Shelter was about. Supposedly, Ozzy was the house manager, a bearded dragon worth millions of dollars, who also, according to what turned out to be urban legend, owned the house.

He waited for the slow social worker to amble to the front door.

To be continued after a nap or two or three